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FOREWORD 


AFTER  several  unavoidable  delays  the  second  edition  of  the  "Arguenot" 
in  magazine  form  is  herewith  published.  In  presenting  this  issue  we 
hope  it  may  show  a  distinct  improvement  over  our  first  effort  and  that  it  may 
be  supported  even  more  generously. 

First  of  all,  the  editorial  staff  wishes  to  thank  everyone  who  contributed 
so  kindly  to  the  support  of  the  initial  number.  And  particularly  grateful  are 
we  to  the  merchants  and  business  concerns  who  contributed  advertisements. 
We  realize  the  local  business  men  have  never  before  been  called  on  to  such  an 
extent  by  a  high  school  publication,  but  from  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
responded  we  are  led  to  believe  they  are  solidly  behind  by  us.  And  it  is 
our  purpose  to  make  the  "Arguenot"  worthy  of  this  support,  embodying  in  it 
the  spirit  and  ideals  of  Norwood  High  School  and  by  making  it  a  true  represen- 
tative of  that  institution. 

But  let  us  not  be  misinterpreted  as  at  all  self-satisfied  or  over-confident; 
for  we're  not.  We  regard  our  progress  so  far  as  only  a  beginning,  which  like 
all  other  beginnings  must  necessarily  be  fraught  with  errors  both  of  omission 
and  commission.  Still,  if  we  can  but  maintain  our  present  rate  of  progress 
we  feel  confident  that  by  next  year  at  the  latest,  Norwood  will  have  a  high 
school  publication  of  which  she  may  be  justly  proud. 

And  now  a  word  about  the  immediate  future.  Our  present  plans  call  for 
one  more  edition  this  school  year.     This,  of  course,  will  be  the  Graduation 
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number,  to  be  published  in  June.  To  many  this  program  may  seem  rather 
limited,  but  consideration  must  be  made  for  the  future  by  laying  a  firm  founda- 
tion with  quality  rather  than  quantity  as  the  keynote.  So  by  confining  our 
efforts  to  one  more  issue  we  hope  to  put  forth  our  best  work  in  a  magazine 
larger  and  superior  in  every  way  to  any  previous  one. 

To  stimulate  interest  and  to  make  the  magazine  even  more  representative 
of  the  school  the  "Arguenot"  has  conducted  several  prize  contests,  offering 
rewards  for  the  best  short-story,  best  essay,  poem,  cartoon,  best  article  from 
foreign  language  department  and  from  Junior  High  department.  The  re- 
sults of  these  contests  are  announced  elsewhere  in  this  issue. 

RESULTS  OF  "ARGUENOT"  PRIZE  CONTESTS 

The  contests  conducted  by  the  "Arguenot"  for  the  members  of  the  school 
have  resulted  in  some  fine  work  by  the  pupils  of  the  various  classes  and  have 
added  considerable  interest  to  the  magazine. 

After  due  consideration  by  capable  judges  the  following  awards  have  been 
made: 

Short-story,  "The  Patriarch's  Tale,"  Barbara  Barr,  '23. 

Essay,  "On  Receiving  a  'Special',"  Margaret  Costello,  '24. 

Poem,  "An  Attempt  at  Least,"  Cecelia  Ekholm,  '23. 

Cartoon,  "The  Coming  Invasion,"  Tony  Karshis,  '24. 

Foreign  Language  Article,  "L'Automobile,"  Ruth  Rowe,  '22. 

Junior  High  Article,  "Our  Building  Fair,"  Guy  Massey,  '25. 


I 


THE  PATRIARCH'S  TALE 

(Prize  Story) 

T  was  a  beautiful  old  Colonial  house,  standing  large  and  square, 
way  back  from  the  road,  with  one  of  the  rarest  fan-doors  I  have  ever  seen, 
set  like  a  veritable  gem  in  its  bosom.  The  yard  was  overgrown  with  weeds, 
and  the  outbuildings  showed  slight  signs  of  decay,  but  the  structureitself 
stood  as  firm  as  a  rock.  !$.' 

What  caught  and  held  my  eye,  however,  as  I  came  in  sight  of  the  place  one 
beautiful  summer's  day,  was  not  the  house,  nor  the  outbuildings,  nor  the 
shrubs  and  vines  about,  but  one  of  the  most  wonderful  old  willow  trees  that  I 
have  ever  come  across.  Right  beside  the  front  walk  it  stood,  towering  ma- 
jestically into  the  air  and  spreading  its  dear  old  gnarled  and  knotted  arms  far 
over  the  yard  on  one  side  and  way  out  over  the  road  on  the  other. 

The  main  trunk  was  of  a  tremendous  size  and  round  about  it,  ten  feet  or 
more  above  the  ground,  a  rustic  platform  had  been  built,  access  to  which  was 
gained  by  a  rickety  ladder  still  tottering  against  the  side.  As  the  beautiful 
willow  leaves  drooped  around  the  little  haven  almost  as  if  to  hideit  from  the 
road,  and  the  little  birds  hopped  and  sang,  it  was  a  truly  beautiful  sight. 
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Struck  by  a  sudden  fancy,  I  determined  to  brave  the  perils  of  the  rotten 
ladder  to  see  the  place  close  to.  Accordingly,  I  clambered  perilously  up 
and  once  arrived  was  amply  rewarded  for  my  trouble.  It  had 'evidently  been 
a  children's  playhouse,  to  judge  by  the  rusty  tin  doll's  dishes  still  in  a  tiny 
heap  in  one  corner;  and  against  the  broad  trunk  of  the  tree  itself  two  seats 
had  been  built,  side  by  side. 

I  sat  down  in  one  of  them.,  thankful  for  this  cool  resting  place  after  the 
dusty  road,  and,  leaning  my  head  back  against  the  stolid  old  upright,  fell  to 
wondering  idly  about  the  occupants  of  the  old  house,  and  of  the  little  children 
who  had  once  so  joyously  climbed  the  ladder  to  play  under  the  sheltering 
arms  of  the  old  tree.  As  if  in  answer  to  my  thoughts,  the  rustling  of  the 
leaves  suddenly  became  more  than  a  rustle,  and  I  realized  that  the  tree  was 
talking  to  me.     This  is  the  tale  it  told  me: 

"They  say  I'm  one  hundred  and  fifty  years  old,  and  many  folk  hereabouts 
call  me  the  old  'Patriarch.'  But.  however  that  may  be,  I  will  say  that  I 
know  as  much  as  anyone  about  the  occupants  of  my  dearest  friend,  the  old 
House;  for  you  must  know  that  the  House  and  I  have  been  friends  ever  since 
I  opened  my  first  bud. 

My  oldest  recollections  are  those  of  the  first  master  and  mistress,  so  young 
and  happy,  with  the  Little  Boy,  the  only  child,  always  playing  by  my  tender 
young  roots  in  the  sunshine.  Those  were  very  happy  days  until,  when  I 
was  about  ten  years  old,  the  War  came.  What  an  exciting  day  that  was! 
Right  over  there  beside  that  rose-bush  is  where  the  master  left  his  plow  to 
join  the  Minute-men.  All  in  a  rush  he  went,  and  left  the  mistress  alone  with 
the  Little  Boy.  I  shall  never  forget  how  proud  I  felt  when  she  picked  me 
out  of  all  the  trees  to  fling  her  arms  about  and  whisper  to:  'We  must  be  strong, 
little  tree,  until  he  comes  back!' 

Brave  little  thing  she  was,  and  plucky  too,  for  she  went  right  on  with  the 
plowing  and  kept  up  the  farm  as  best  she  could,  all  the  while  sewing  for  and 
helping  out  the  soldiers. 

One  day  when  this  part  of  the  country  was  in  the  hands  of  the  British,  a 
young  fellow  on  our  side  came  running  up  to  the  front  door  there,  begging 
her  to  hide  him,  as  his  pursuers  were  hard  on  his  track.  Quick  as  lightning 
she  took  him  in,  and  hardly  had  the  door  closed  behind  them  when  I  saw  a 
party  of  British  riding  down  the  road  at  full  speed.  They  drew  up  here  and 
one  of  them  went  up  and  knocked  loudly  at  the  door.  Almost  instantly  it 
opened  and,  if  you  please,  there  was  the  Mistress  bowing  and  smiling  as 
though  nothing  had  ever  happened.  The  officer  was  rather  taken  aback — she 
being  so  pretty  and  cordial  like — but  he  said,  civilly  enough,  that  a  spy  had 
escaped  in  this  direction  and  he  would  have  to  search  the  house.  The  Mis- 
tress told  them  to  come  right  in  and  set  about  it  and,  if  they  didn't  mind, 
she'd  go  on  with  her  work  as  she  was  mighty  busy.  Oh,  she  was  a  smart 
one,  that  girl! 

All  the  soldiers  except  one  went  in  and  searched,  but  at  the  end  of  fifteen 
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minutes  they  came  out  empty-handed.  They  came  over  beside  me  to  mount 
their  horses  and  I  could  tell  by  the  sound  of  their  voices  that  they  had  ex- 
pected to  find  him  but  were  disappointed. 

After  they  had  gone,  the  Mistress  came  running  out  to  me  and  flung  herself 
down  at  my  feet,  all  broken  up  from  the  strain  and  the  excitement.  'They 
thought  they  were  mighty  smart  when  they  found  the  secret  stairway  behind 
the  fireplace  terminating  in  the  little  furnished  room,'  she  told  me,  'but  they 
never  dreamed  of  the  sliding  panel  half-way  down;  and  now,  thank  God,  he's 
safe  on  his  way,  with  a  basket  of  provisions  that  I  put  up  for  him!' 

In  due  course  of  time,  however,  the  Master  came  back,  and  great  was  the 
rejoicing!  The  years  passed  peacefully  after  this;  the  old  Master  and  Mis- 
tress gave  place  to  the  new,  and  then — once  more  came  a  war. 

The  Little  Boy  was  Master  now,  and  he  had  married  as  worthy  a  Mistress  ■ 
as  the  one  before  her.  She  sent  him  bravely  away  to  join  the  Northern  army, 
and  only  I  knew  how  her  heart  was  breaking.  She,  too,  had  only  one  child, 
a  Little  Boy,  and  she  cared  for  him  alone  until  a  second  glorious  day  came 
when  the  Master  returned. 

At  this  glad  time  they  built  this  platform  around  me,  and  the  Little  Boy 
used  to  bring  his  playmates  up  here  to  play  'Cowboy  and  Indians.'  How 
proud  I  was  and  how  I  did  love  those  children! 

But  the  Little  Boy  grew  up,  married,  and  he  and  his  wife  took  the  place 
of  the  old  Master  and  Mistress.  The  new  Mistress  was  one  of  the  sweetest 
girls  I  have  ever  seen,  but  rather  sickly,  I  guess,  for  she  died  at  the  birth  of 
her  first  child,  a  Girl.  The  Master  was  distracted  for  a  time,  but,  as  the 
child  grew,  he  devoted  all  his  time  to  her  and  they  played  together  almost  as 
brother  and  sister.  Then  the  'Cow-boy  and  Indian  Den'  was  changed  into  a 
playhouse,  and  I  sheltered  dolls  instead  of  toy-guns.  But  I  love  the  last  little 
Girl  more  than  any  of  the  boys  and  I  know  she  loves  me  too,  for  I  have  often 
heard  her  tell  her  father  so. 

But  right  in  the  midst  of  all  this  peace  and  happiness,  there  came  another 
war.  The  Master  was  too  old  to  fight  so  he  went  into  Y.  M.  C.  A.  work, 
but  the  Girl's  lover  went  'over.'  The  old  House  was  closed  up  then  as  the 
Girl  was  left  alone  and,  for  the  Master  never  came  back,  it  has  been  closed  up 
ever  since  until  just  the  other  day.  Because,  what  do  you  think!  After  six 
years  of  waiting  the  Girl  and  her  lover  were  married  under  my  arms  only  a  few 
days  ago.  I  can't  tell  you  how  proud  and  happy  I  felt  when  I  heard  the 
girl  .say  that  she  wouldn't  be  married  anywhere  else!  And,  if  you'll  promise 
not  to  tell,  the  lover  said  that  they  were  coming  back  to  open  up  the  old  Home 
when  his  'ship  came  in.'  I  don't  know  what  he  meant  by  that  nor  what  the 
Girl  meant  when  she  said  that  her  'ship  came  in'  when  he  came  back  to  her; 
but  I  don't  care  as  long  as  they're  coming  back!" 

The  talking  ceased  with  a  final  rustle  and  I  woke  with  a  start.  I  had  been 
asleep;  and  yet,  as  I  looked  around  me  and  heard  the  soft  rustle  of  the  leaves, 
it  seemed  as  though  it  might  have  been  real  after  all.     I  descended  hastily 
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and  started  down  the  road,  looking  back  at  intervals  at  the  beautiful  Colonial 
house  with  the  fan-door  set  like  a  gem  in  its  bosom,  and  the  wonderful  old 
tree.  But  the  Patriarch's  tale  to  me  will  always  seem  more  of  a  reality  than  a 
dream. 

—BARBARA  BARR,    23. 


TRUE  FRIEND 


THE  greatest  asset  a  man  can  have  is  a  friend,  a  loyal  and  true  friend,  the 
kind  that  stands  by  him  through  "thick  and  thin,"  always  with  a 
helping  hand  and  an  encouraging  word. 

I  have  had  one.  His  name  was  Sonny,  and  I  found  him  in  Chicago,  as  I 
was  on  my  way  to  Stovey,  Iowa.  It  was  about  three  years  after  I  had 
graduated  from  Tech.  and  I  had  been  appointed  by  the  office  at  Wall  street 
to  the  position  of  chief  mining  engineer  at  the  coal  mines  in  Stovey.  I  arrived 
at  Chicago  early,  and  having  over  an  hour  to  spend,  I  went  for  a  short  walk. 
I  had  not  proceeded  far  when  I  was  accosted  by  a  young  bootblack.  Some- 
what to  my  surprise  and  contrary  to  my  knowledge  of  city  bootblacks,  he 
spoke  to  me  very  politely. 

"Do  you  wish  to  have  your  shoes  shined,  sir?"  he  asked. 

My  shoes  were  not  in  great  need  of  a  shine,  but  because  of  the  boy's  polite 
demeanor,  I  could  not  resist  consenting.  The  boy  quickly  set  his  box  down. 
As  he  worked,  he  whistled  cheerfully  and  answered  politely  my  questions 
about  the  city.  He  seemed  to  attract  me  so  that  I  could  not  help  observing 
his  person  and  his  clothes.  The  latter  were  very  ragged,  his  shoes  were  full 
of  holes,  and  he  wore  no  stockings  or  hat;  but  his  face  was  clean,  and  his 
light  hair  was  combed.  His  features  were  well-formed,  and  carried  a  rather 
aristocratic  look.  In  all,  he  seemed  to  me  to  be  out  of  place  in  his  role  of  a 
bootblack.     I  began  to  question  him. 

"What's  your  name,  my  boy?"  I  asked. 

"John  Sebastian  Banks,  sir;  but  everybody  calls  me  'Sonny'."  I  guessed 
that  his  youth  and  his  sunny  disposition  won  him  that  name. 

"Well,  Sonny,"  I  went  on,  "do  you  always  shine  shoes?" 

"Yes,  sir,  I  do  now,"  he  answered.  He  hesitated  before  he  went  on.  kT 
usen't  to  before,  though — about  six  years  ago.  I  was  eight  then — but  after 
my  father  and  mother  got  killed  in  a  train  wreck,  I  was  left  alone  in  the  world. 
I  used  to  be  rich,  but  when'they  died,  they  were  so  much  in  debt  that  there 
was  nothing  left  for  me.  I  had  no  relations;  so  my  nursemaid  took  me  to 
live  with  her  and  her  husband.  I  live  with  them  now.  She's  all  right,  but 
he's  always  drunk,  though  I  don't  know  where  he  gets  the  booze.  He's  awful 
cross  to  me,  and  sometimes  he  hits  me.  But  I  gotta  stay  with  them,  because  I 
haven't  any  other  place  to  go." 

This  frank  story  seemed  to  grip  me,  and  the  next  thing  I  knew,  I  was  ask- 
ing him  to  accompany  me  to  Stovey  as  my  office  boy.     He  was  extremely 
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surprised  at  the  offer,  and  joyously  accepted  without  deliberation.  I  bought 
him  a  new  outfit  of  clothes,  and  after  he  had  written  a  letter  to  his  guardians, 
we  took  the  train  for  Stovey. 

The  friendship  and  companionship  between  Sonny  and  me  grew  dearer  as 
the  days  passed  at  Stovey.  Our  love  for  each  other  grew  more  and  more  and 
we  were  always  together — -at  the  movies,  at  the  mines — everywhere. 

One  afternoon,  as  I  was  in  my  office  with  Sonny,  a  miner  came  running  in, 
shouting,  "Quick,  Chief.     Number  Three  is  on  fire!" 

I  sprang  up.     "Number  Three  on  fire?" 

The  three  of  us  rushed  out.  The  accident  bell  was  ringing,  and  men  were 
racing  through  tunnel  No.  3.  We  were  of  the  first  to  arrive.  I  threw  orders 
here  and  there,  and  called  for  volunteers  to  descend  into  the  tunnel  to  rescue 
the  victims  below.     Sonny  volunteered. 

"No,"  I  cried,  "you  stay  up  here.     You'll  get  hurt." 

"I  won't,"  he  yelled.     "I'm  going  down  with  you.     If  you  go,  I'm  going." 

"You  stay  here.     Do  you  want  to  get  hurt,  you  fool?"     I  was  angry. 

Sonny  flared.  "I'm  going  with  you.  Where  you  go,  I  go,  you  know 
that." 

"You're  not  coming,"  I  said,  and  I  ordered  some  men  to  hold  him  back; 
but  he  pushed  them  away  and  jumped  into  the  elevator  car  as  we  descended. 
I  couldn't  stop  him. 

The  fumes  in  the  tunnel  were  stifling,  in  spite  of  the  masks  which  we  wore. 
We  set  to,  work.  The  place  was  terribly  hot  and  the  smoke  dense.  I  strove 
with  my  men  to  extinguish  the  flames,  with  Sonny  always  at  my  side.  The 
flames  grew  hotter  as  we  advanced,  and  the  smoke  blacker  and  blacker  and 
blacker.     Suddenly  all  was  black  to  me. 

When  consciousness  returned,  I  found  myself  on  my  back  in  bed  with  Sonny 
sitting  beside  me.  I  do  not  need  to  explain  that  Sonny  had  saved  my  life  at 
the  risk  of  his  own.  He  reached  the  highest  point  in  my  esteem  after  that 
experience.     He  was  a  true  friend. 

Two  years  later,  I  returned  to  New  York  accompanied  by  Sonny.  He  was 
glad  of  the  change  and  enjoyed  the  great  city.  But  to  my  everlasting  grief, 
not  two  months  after  our  arrival,  he  was  drowned,  while  heroically  attempting 
to  rescue  a  child  from  that  fate.  Such  is  a  true  friend.  He  will  always  live 
in  my  memory. 

—MARTIN  FIREMAN,  '22. 
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SELF-CONTMOL 

OST  people  recognize  the  fact  that  self-control  is  a  fine  quality,  but  few 
realize  the  full  value  of  it.  It  is  one  of  the  most  valuable  assets  a  per- 
son can  have.  Self-control  may  be  likened  to  an  engineer.  It  has  charge 
of  a  great  locomotive  and  without  it  the  locomotive  may  do  irreparable  dam- 
age.    The  engineer  is  the  great  power  which  keeps  it  going  right  and  has 
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control  of  all  its  actions.     We  all  know  that  a  man  without  self-control  is 
dangerous,  and  that  in  a  moment  of  anger  he  may  do  something  he  will  r< 
the  rest  of  his  life. 

During  the  war,  there  was  a  young  aviator  who  had  just  been  admitted  to 
the  Lafayette  Squadron.  He  was  a  daring  pilot  and  a  fine  workman,  but 
was  inclined  to  be  a  little  boastful.  One  day  when  all  was  calm  within  their 
sector,  the  older  members  of  the  squadron  made  him  the  butt  of  several 
practical  jokes.  In  a  fit  of  resentment  he  disconnected  the  magnetos  of  the 
planes  of  several  of  the  company.  Late  that  afternoon  there  was  an  emer- 
gency call.  There  was  a  German  squadron  heading  toward  the  munition 
plant  which  was  a  part  of  their  charge.  The  men  jumped  into  their  planes, 
confident  of  quickly  repulsing  the  German  attackers.  Imagine  their  dismay 
when  they  found  that  about  one-half  the  engines  of  the  company  were  out  of 
order!  The  trouble  was  soon  discovered  and  fixed,  but  it  was  too  late.  The 
weakened  squadron  had  been  unable  to  drive  back  the  Germans  before  thev 
had  destroyed  a  large  part  of  the  munition  plant.  All  this  damage  was  done, 
because  one  member  had  been  thoughtless  in  a  moment  of  anger  and  had 
lost  his  self-control. 

None  of  us  have  so  much  self-control  that  we  do  not  need  to  strive  for  more. 
It  is  a  quality  well  worth  cultivating,  and  we  shall  never  regret  it  if  we  do. 
Let  us  all  try  to  be  good  engineers  and  keep  our  engines  in  the  right  path. 

— R.  WILLIAMSON,  '23.   ■ 
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The  winter,  first  to  greet  the  new-born  year, 

Arrayed  in  all  her  splendor  now  is  here 

With  coasting,  sliding,  skating;  but  so  cold 

It  forces  all  the  earth  in  frozen  mold. 

When  time  progresses,  next  will  come  the  spring: 

Freezes  and  thaws,  freezes  and  thaws  'twill  bring — 

Faint  promises  of  what  will  next  appear 

Upon  the  stage  as  acted  through  the  year. 

Then  hail,  all  ye,  mistress  Summer  as  she 

Injects  with  life  each  bush  and  tree, 

Beneath  whose  loving  hand  and  care,  behold 

The  fruits  and  crops  increase  a  hundred-fold. 

Glittering  golden  autumn's  next  to  come, 

As  time  moves  on  much  like  a  pendulum, 

Bringing  sweet  sadness  when  leaves  descend 

And  Nature  disrobes  under  her  Maker's  hand. 

But  the  one  which  to  me  seems  best  of  all, 

Most  splendid,  most  gorgeous,  is  dear  old  fall. 

—RICHARD  WINSLOW, 
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ON  RECEIVING  A  "SPECIAL" 

(Prize  Essay) 
AVE  you  ever  received  a  "special"?     If  you  have  not,  you  have  escaped 
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very  unpleasant  sensation.  It  is  not  the  little  square  of  cardboard 
itself  which  gives  this  sensation,  nor  is  it  the  words  written  on  it — hut  father's 
feelings — and  possibly  your  own,  though  in  a  different  way — are  the  key  to  it. 

Luckily,  when  your  mother  goes  to  visit  grandmother,  she  tells  you  to  open 
all  of  her  mail;  so  when  the  "special"  arrives  at  home — though  very  unwel- 
come— -you  immediately  seize  it.  Though  you  know  perfectly  well  its  con- 
tents, you  madly  tear  open  the  envelope,  hoping  that  you  are  mistaken  after 
all.  Finding  your  hopes  in  vain,  you  think  how  cold  and  cruel  everyone  is — 
and  also  you  wonder  if  your  father  will  be  the  exception. 

When  your  father  comes  home  from  a  hard  day's  work,  feeling  quite  cross, 
you  decide  that  this  is  not  the  time  to  show  him  your  report. 

Immediately  after  dinner  you  plead  a  headache.  Your  father  looks  at  you 
queerly  and  wonders  if  you  have  caught  cold,  or  why  your  cheeks  are  so 
flushed,  or — if  you  have  a  sore  throat,  for  your  neck  is  very  red.  You  hurry 
off  to  bed  early,  for  the  first  time  in  two  months,  and  leave  "dad"  mystified. 

The  next  morning,  you  report  to  your  teacher  that  your  mother  wasn't 
home,  so  she  didn't  sign  your  "special."  When  the  teacher  turns  aside  with  a 
knowing  smile,  you  wonder  vaguely  whether  she  ever  received  a  "special." 
If  so,  she  wouldn't  laugh. 

Your  chance  comes  that  night,  for  "dad"  is  in  very  good  humor,  and  with 
your  heart  pounding  against  your  ribs,  your  knees  shaking,  you  hand  him  the 
"special."  Everything  goes  black  before  you  while  he  hesitates  for  a  few 
moments.  You  notice  that  "dad"  hasn't  his  ash  tray  near  him  and  you 
mechanically  place  it  at  his  elbow,  and  brush  imaginary  specks  of  dust  from 
his  coat.  Then  he  looks  at  you,  long  and  fiercely.  How  you  quail  at  his 
glance!  You  stand  on  one  foot  and  then  on  the  other  and  look  at  your  hands 
as  if  you  had  never  seen  them  before.  Your  thoughts  are  interrupted  by  your 
father's  voice,  angry  to  suit  the  occasion.  Half  of  his  scolding  you  do  not 
hear,  but  when  he  says  you  cannot  go  to  the  Winter  Carnival,  where  you  long 
to  go,  unless  you  do  better  at  school,  then  you  become  alert  and  begin  to 
plead,  but  "dad"  isn't  the  exception.  Then  you  watch  breathlessly  as  "dad" 
signs  the  card. 

When  the  horrid  "special"  is  tucked  away  safely  in  one  of  your  books,  you 
feel  as  though  a  great  load  had  been  lifted  from  you,  and  you  think  "dad"  is 
"just  great"  to  sign  it.  However,  your  last  thought  before  you  go  to  sleep 
is  that  you  must  get  an  "A"  instead  of  a  special  report — and  you  do! 

—MARGARET  COSTELLO,  '24. 
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"LO,  THE  POOR  INDIANS" 

"Lo,  the  poor  Indians,"  seated  sad  and  drear, 

Upon  their  white  horses,  all  throughout  the  year, — 
Hawkeye,  with  shaded  face,  peers  into  the  air; 

Eternal  is  his  vigil,  long  he's  waited  there. 
Hatchetface  with  outstretched  arms,  face  turned  to  the  sky, 

Asking  the  Great  Spirit  for  rest  by  and  by. 
Two  white  horses  standing,  bearing  burdens  red, 

Sturdy  white  horses,  never  have  been  led. 
Two  pathetic  Injuns,  never  heard  a  call — 

Why?     Because  the  Indians  are  on  the  Library  wall. 

— FRAN'CIS  DORAX. 


THE  LIGHT  ON  LOST  ISLAND 

THE  Winter  Canival  had  been  the  theme  of  conversation  in  Lockwood 
High  School  since  the  autumn  opening,  but  there  had  been  little  hope 
of  having  it  so  early.  The  winter  had  set  in  early  and  the  bay  was  already 
blocked  with  ice. 

"I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  our  booth  took  first  prize,"  announced  Betty 
Campbell  as  she  walked  back  a  distance  to  view  the  scene. 

The  ice-coated  beach  was  gay  with  booths,  built  by  the  young  people  of 
the  school. 

"I  just  can't  wait  for  the  evening  and  the  lighting  of  the  Japanese  lanterns. 
I'm  just  wild  with  excitement,"  exclaimed  Betty  as  she  walked  back  to  the 
booth. 

"Say  Betty,  let's  go  up  to  Brown's  store  and  get  some  candles  for  the  lan- 
terns," suggested  Tom  her  brother. 

When  they  reached  the  store  it  was  empty,  except  for  the  manager,  and  a 
salesman  who  was  talking  to  Mr.  Brown. 

"This  is  bad  weather  for  the  shipping  and  the  keeper  of  the  lighthouse. 
Oh!  that  reminds  me,  he  hasn't  been  over  for  supplies  for  three  weeks.  He 
must  be  in  want." 

"No  one  in  the  cove  would  want  to  see  Captain  Upham  suffer  for  want 
of  food,"  responded  the  salesman. 

"Well,  the  ice  is  not  thick  enough  for  a  horse  and  sleigh  to  go  over,  is  it?" 
asked  Mr.  Brown. 

"Well,  no,  hardly." 

Betty's  eyes  were  filled  with  excitement.  She  had  known  the  lighthouse- 
keeper  and  his  wife.  Had  she  not  delighted  in  visiting  the  lighthouse  three 
miles  up  the  bay?     Wasn't  there  any  way  to  get  supplies  to  them? 

She  turned  to  Tom  and  said,  "What  is  to  hinder  our  skating  to  the  light- 
house with  a  basket  of  groceries?     WTe  can  get  back  before  the  Carnival." 
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At  first,  Tom  did  not  meet  the  proposition  with  favor,  but  like  all  boys,  he 
would  not  let  a  girl  get  ahead  of  him,  so  he  said,  "Well,  I  suppose  we  ought  to 
be  able  to  carry  a  fairly  heavy  basket  between  us." 

"I  guess  maybe  you  wouldn't  want  to  be  starving  out  there  in  the  cold," 
said  Betty. 

In  the  sunshine  of  the  winter  afternoon,  with  the  snow  sparkling  all  colors, 
the  two  started  out  across  the  ice  toward  the  light  on  Lost  Island.  In  the 
distance,  the  windows  of  the  lighthouse  gleamed  in  the  sunlight.  The  rocks 
that  held  the  lighthouse  captive  sparkled  with  the  icicles  that  hung  on  their 
peaks. 

As  they  neared  the  island  Betty  said,  "I  don't  see  the  Captain  about  any- 
where.    I  wonder  if  anything  has  happened  to  him?" 

"Perhaps  he  is  inside,"  panted  Tom  as  he  kicked  off  his  skates  and  hurried 
up  the  path  to  the  lighthouse. 

Their  knock  at  the  door  brought  from  within  faint  calls  to  enter.  As  they 
pushed  open  the  door,  the  Captain  was  seen  sitting  in  a  large  chair  with  a 
haggard  look  in  his  blue  eyes. 

"Thank  the  Lord  that  help  has  come,"  he  muttered. 

"We  thought  you  would  be  in  want  and  we  brought  you  some  groceries," 
explained  Tom. 

"I  never  was  so  glad  to  see  anyone  in  my  life,"  exclaimed  the  Captain's 
wife.  "J°hn  has  been  ill  with  grippe.  The  supply  boat  has  not  come  with 
oil  and  we  haven't  any." 

"Then,  there  will  be  no  light  on  Lost  Island  tonight,  Tom?  "questioned 
Betty  with  fear  in  her  heart.  "Can't  we  think  of  some  way  to  keep  it  burn- 
ing?" 

"We  might  build  a  bonfire  on  the  Island." 

"Fine,"  responded  the  Captain. 

The  two  hurried  down  the  steps  to  gather  driftwood  for  the  fire.  The  sun 
was  setting  and  already  shadows  flung  across  the  ice.  The  two  looked  toward 
home. 

"Suppose  a  boat  should  chance  to  come  along  and  run  on  the  rocks.  Let's 
give  up  the  Carnival  and  stay  here,"  coaxed  Betty. 

As  darkness  fell  upon  the  island,  the  driftwood  fire  blazed  up  on  the  beach. 
The  time  stretched  out  wearily  for  the  boy  and  girl,  taking  their  turn  at  gath- 
ering wood  for  the  fire,  and  running  into  the  house  to  drink  hot  cocoa.  Two 
more  weary  hours  dragged  by;  then  suddenly  Tom  cried  out,  "Oh  a  light! 
Look,  a  light!" 

"I  don't  see  how  a  boat  can  make  progress  through  the  ice,"  said  Betty. 

"It  must  be  a  small  boat  that  has  lost  its  course,"  answered  Tom,  as  the 
boat  neared  the  shore  of  the  island. 

Soon,  one  of  the  men  came  running  toward  the  children  and  said,  "We 
were  lost  and  followed  the  light  on  the  island.     Where's  the  lamp?" 
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"The  oil  gave  out  last  night,  and  we  kept  the  fire  burning,"  explained 
Betty.     "We  stayed  here  all  night." 

The  sun  was  breaking  through  a  gray  wintry  sky  as  the  two  children  skated 
homeward  from  Lost  Island.  The  glory  of  dawn  flooded  the  shore  where  the 
carnival  was  held.  There  were  gay  papers,  bright  colored  ribbons  strewn 
along  the  beach. 

"Looks  as  if  we  missed  a  good  time,"  said  Tom. 

"Well,  Lost  Island  might  have  been  littered  with  wreckage  if  the  boat  had 
run  on  the  rocks  in  the  dark,"  answered  Betty. 

"Right  you  are,"  said  Tom.  "I'll  warrant  there  wasn't  a  bonfire  at  the 
Carnival  which  served  the  purpose  as  well  as  ours  did,"  as  he  noticed  the 
appreciation  in  Betty's  eyes. 

"Think  of  the  feeling  of  having  a  boat  guided  to  safety  by  our  driftwood 
fire!"  responded  Betty. 

—ESTHER  SIXCLAIRE,  '24. 


Oh,  it  was  midnight  dark  and  calm, 
And  on  a  nice  front  lawn, 
Two  forms  could  be  seen  walking 
Until  the  early  dawn. 

And  then  they  walked  up  to  the  porch 
And  there  they  both  sat  down, — 
She  was  a  pretty  creature, 
He  was  a  dude  from  town. 

And  all  was  still  as  still  could  be 
Till  she  cried  out  "Me-ow!" 
A  shoe  came  flying  through  the  air. 
(Those  cats  are  running  now.) 

—RUTH  WATSOX,  '24. 


THE  DISCLOSURE 

ABOUT  three  miles  from  Slatesville,  a  small  Western  town  in  Idaho,  are 
two  ranches,  the  largest  in  that  part  of  the  country.  The  ranches  are 
about  a  mile's  distance  from  each  other.  The  owners  of  these  ranches  are 
Mr.  Bennett,  who  has  a  seventeen-year  old  daughter,  Elaine,  and  Mr.  Deane, 
who  has  a  nineteen-year  old  son,  Donald. 

Elaine  and  Donald  have  since  childhood  been  the  best  of  friends,  sharing 
whatever  they  had  with  each  other.  The  reason  for  this  good  companionship 
is  that  Elaine  has  the  spirit  and  courage  of  a  boy.  She  can  ride  a  horse,  take 
a  fence,  lasso  a  cow,  and  shoot  as  well  as  any  cowboy  on  her  father's  ranch. 
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One  afternoon,  as  Elaine  sat  swinging  in  the  hammock  on  the  piazza,  read- 
ing a  newspaper,  someone  said,    Whatcha  doing?" 

"Oh,  Don,  how  you  did  scare  me!  I  was  reading  about — but  you  can  read 
it  for  yourself,"  said  Elaine  as  she  handed  the  paper  to  Donald. 

The  first  thing  that  caught  Donald's  eye  was  the  headline  over  a  picture 
of  a  half-breed:  "One  Thousand  Dollars  Reward.  Wanted  for  Horse  Steal- 
ing." The  face  that  stared  out  from  the  paper  at  Don  was  a  face  one  could 
not  easily  forget.  The  black,  greasy  hair  was  combed  straight  back,  showing 
a  high  forehead.  Two  small  green  eyes  that  had  a  sly,  cunning  look,  a  large 
crooked  nose  and  a  twisted  mouth  with  thin  lips  made  up  the  face.  Below 
the  picture  was  printed  the  name — Joe  Rigaud.  Below,  in  finer  print,  it  went 
on  to  say  that  Joe  Rigaud,  a  half-breed,  was  wanted  by  the  Canadian  Police 
for  having  stolen  horses  from  several  Canadians.  For  his  capture,  the  Cana- 
dian Police  would  pay  the  amount  of  one  thousand  dollars  to  any  one  who 
would  capture  him — dead  or  alive. 

"I  wish  we  could  get  that  thousand  dollars,  don't  you,  Don?"  broke  in 
Elaine.  "Just  think,  we  could  have  a  lending  library  with  you  and  me  as 
owners.     Wouldn't  it  be  fun?" 

"Yes,  it  would  be  fun  all  right,"  said  Don  as  he  laid  down  the  paper,  "but 
no  chance  of  our  ever  capturing  a  person  like  that  if  the  Canadian  Police 
can't." 

"Hello  youngsters,"  said  a  voice  close  by  and  Don  and  Elaine  looked  up  to 
see  an  elderly  man  of  about  five  and  fifty.     He  had  grey  hair,  a  small  forehead, 
bushy  eyebrows,  and  a  grey  mustache  and  beard. 
"How  do  you  do,"  said  Elaine  to  the  stranger. 
"Is  your  father  in?"  inquired  the  stranger. 
"Yes,  sir      He's  in  the  den.     Go  right  in." 

After  the  stranger  had  disappeared  through  the  door,  Don  asked,  "Who's 
that  man?" 

"His  name  is  Mr.  Long  and  he  is  a  stranger  in  these  parts.     He  is  staying 
at  the  hotel  and  someone,  upon  hearing  that  he  wanted  to  buy  some  horses, 
told  him  to  come  to  Father  whom  he  knew  had  some  to  sell,"  answered  Elaine. 
"I  don't  like  his  looks,"  said  Don 
"Neither  do  I,"  responded  Elaine. 

"Well,  I  guess  I'll  go  along  to  town,"  said  Don.     "See  you  later." 
About  three  hours  later,  as  Don  was  about  to  leave  for  home,  he  saw  Mr. 
Long  and  an  Indian  enter  the  town  saloon. 

For  the  next  three  days,  Don  went  to  town  regularly  and  each  time  he  saw 
Mr.  Long  and  the  Indian  drinking  and  talking  in  the  saloon. 

On  the  fourth  day  Don  sought  out  Elaine  and  told  her  what  he  had  seen. 

"Well,  I  don't  like  him  that's  one  thing  certain,"  said  Elaine.     "He  has 

never  been  drunk  when  he's  come  here  and  he  has  offered  Father  a  large 

amount  of  money  for  some  horses.     He  is  going  to  give  Father  the  money 

to-morrow.     Probably   he   won't   stay   here   after   he   gets   the   horses   from 
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Father,  and  so  why  bother  our  heads  about  him?     Come  on  let's  go  for  a 
gallop." 

To  this  Don  consented,  but  he  could  not  put  Mr.  Long  and  the  Indian  out 
of  his  mind. 

About  an  hour  later,  as  Don  and  Elaine  were  on  their  way  home,  they  saw 
in  the  distance  coming  toward  them  two  horsemen.  Don  who  had  a  pair  of 
field  glasses  immediately  made  use  of  them.. 

"It's  Mr.  Long  and  that  Indian,"  remarked  Don  as  he  handed  the  glasses 
to  Elaine. 

"Yes,"  said  Elaine  as  she  handed  the  glasses  back  to  Don.  "And  they 
look  as  if  they  were  drunk." 

"They  certainly  are,"  responded  Don.  "We  had  better  get  behind  these 
trees  and  bushes  until  they  pass,  as  that  Indian  looks  savage  enough  to  scalp 
us,  and  I  don't  believe  they  could  have  seen  us." 

It  was  ten  minutes  or  more  before  Elaine  or  Don,  who  had  hidden  them- 
selves behind  the  bushes,  could  hear  voices.  Louder  and  louder  grew  the 
voices  and  suddenly  the  owners  of  the  voices  stopped  directly  in  front  of  where 
Elaine  and  Don  were  in  hiding. 

"I  tell  you,  I'll  kill  you  if  you  don't  do  as  I  say,"  said  a  voice  which  was 
unmistakably  Mr.  Long's. 

"Aw,  all  right,  Joe,"  said  the  voice  of  the  Indian. 

"Remember  now,  at  midnight.  Be  at  Bennett's  with  Aleck  and  Karl 
and  we'll  skip  with  those  twelve  horses.  I've  been  in  that  barn  so  many 
times  the  last  week  that  I  know  it  like  a  book.  Remember  now,  twelve 
sharp.  And  that  fool  of  a  Bennett  thinks  that  to-morrow  he's  going  to  make 
a  wonderful  bargain  with  me,"  he  ended  with  an  ugly  laugh.  Then  the  two 
men  drove  on. 

Elaine  and  Don  held  their  breath  for  five  minutes  and  then  without  a  word 
galloped  off  toward  home. 

*     *     * 

It  was  midnight.  All  the  lights  in  the  ranch  were  out  and  everywhere 
everything  was  quiet.  Four  figures  were  seen  approaching  the  Bennett  barn. 
Cautiously  they  opened  the  barn  door  and  stepped  in. 

"Untie  those  six  horses  and  Karl  and  I'll  untie  the  other  six,"  said  one  of 
the  men  who  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Long. 

Before  the  men  had  a  chance  to  do  as  they  were  bidden  some  one  shouted, 
"Hands  up!" 

The  four  men  had  no  sooner  turned  to  see  from  where  the  voice  had  come, 
than  some  one  else  behind  them  shouted,  "Hands  up!"  It  seemed  that  every- 
where they  turned,  some  one  shouted,  "Hands  up!" 

"Light  the  lanterns,"  some  one  commanded. 

Cautiously  Mr.  Long  moved  toward  the  door.  But  before  he  was  half  way 
there,  some  one  grabbed  him  while  some  one  else  pointed  a  revolver  at  his 
head. 
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Suddenly  the  barn  was  lighted  up  and  there  near  the  door  was  Mr.  Long 
held  by  Don  and  Elaine,  who  still  had  the  revolver  pointed  at  him. 

"Well,  let's  see  your  face,"  said  the  sheriff  as  he  went  over  to  Mr.  Long, 
who  kept  his  face  down. 

The  sheriff  advanced  and  grabbed  Mr.  Long  by  the  hair  and  gave  it  a  yank. 
A  wig  lay  in  the  sheriff's  hand.  "Anything  more  that's  false?"  said  the 
sheriff  with  a  snarl.  He  gave  the  beard  a  yank  and  this  too  came  off.  And 
when  the  mustache  and  the  eyebrows  had  been  pulled  off  the  sheriff  exclaimed 
with  a  hoarse  voice,  "My  Lord,  you've  captured  Joe  Rigaud!" 

Three  weeks  later,  Joe  Rigaud  having  been  hanged  and  his  friends  given 
a  long  imprisonment,  the  Canadian  Police  sent  a  check  for  five  hundred  dol- 
lars to  Elaine  Bennett  and  a  check  of  five  hundred  dollars  to  Donald  Deane. 

"It's  exactly  like  a  story,"  said  Elaine  to  Don  as  six  months  later  they 
were  the  owners  of  a  lending  library. 

—GERTRUDE  MAIER,  '23. 


AN  ATTEMPT  AT  LEAST 

(Prize  Poem) 
Once  I  wrote  a  little  poem; 
I  worked  on  it  for  two  days; 
I  couldn't  think  of  anything — 
My  mind  was  in  a  maze. 

My  dictionary  was  my  pal —  ' 
I  looked  up  all  the  rhymes. 
There  was  no  word  I  had  not  used 
About  a  hundred  times. 

At  last  when  it  was  finished, 
I  read  it  o'er  with  pride; 
I  wondered,  "Shall  I  pass  it  in?" 
I  hardly  could  decide. 

And  I  was  in  dread  agony. 
At  last  I  passed  it  in. 
I  wriggled  like  an  angleworm; 
I  wore  a  silly  grin. 

The  teacher  read  it  to  the  class; 

She  couldn't  make  it  rhyme — 

The  words  seemed  awkward,  in  her  sight. 

/  felt  just  like  a  dime. 
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I  sensed  a  thousand  eyes  on  me, 
My  back  began  to  itch. 
She  hugely  was  enjoying  it — 
I  saw  her  features  twitch. 

I  laughed  a  foolish  giggle; 
I  tried  hard  to  be  brave; 
I  felt  my  struggle  over; 
I  wished  me  in  my  grave. 

And  when  I  found  it  marked  with  D, 
I  could  have  cried  with  shame — 
I,  who'd  made  an  earnest  trial 
To  win  a  poet's  fame. 

—CECELIA  EKHOLM, 


'23 


J?^ 


ATHLETICS 
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Norwood  High's  Basketball  Season 

In  comparison  with  the  remarkable  record  of  her  football  team,  which  swept 
everything  before  it,  Norwood  High's  achievements  in  basketball  are  some- 
what dimmed.  But  the  latter  team,  nevertheless,  has  shown  some  fine  per- 
formances and  has  managed  to  win  a  majority  of  its  games. 

The  team  has  been  considerably  handicapped  by  a  late  start  and  by  the 
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absence  of  several  players  from  the  lineup  on  different  occasions.  At  this 
writing  they  have  played  twelve  games,  winning  seven  and  losing  five.  The 
brilliance  in  this  record  lies  in  the  fact  that  every  home  game  so  far  has  been 
won,  and  two  of  the  defeats  have  been  atoned  for  by  recent  victories  and  a 
third,  we  feel  sure,  will  be  properly  avenged  on  March  24  when  Dedham  High 
plays  a  return  game  here. 

Coach  Murray  who  made  such  an  excellent  record  in  his  first  year  with  the 
local  football  team  is  in  charge  of  the  basketball  squad  also,  and  he  has  spared 
neither  time  nor  effort  to  put  an  aggregation  on  the  floor  worthy  of  Norwood 
High  School.  Eddie  Readel  is  captain  of  the  team  and  he  has  made  a  good 
leader  besides  playing  a  high  grade  game  himself.  "Bill"  Hammersley  has 
held  down  one  forward  position  and  "Steve"  O'Donnell,  John  Kiley,  and 
"Mike"  Drummey  have  taken  turns  at  the  other  forward.  They  have  all 
been  consistent  performers.  Francis  "Bud"  Dower  is  the  center  and  besides 
out-jumping  most  of  his  opponents,  he  has  also  scored  many  baskets.  Ham- 
mersley and  he  are  the  high-scorers  of  the  team.  Captain  Readel  plays 
guard  and  is  perhaps  the  fastest  man  on  the  squad.  Although  rather  light, 
he  has  covered  bigger  opponents  in  great  style  and  has  also  scored  several 
baskets  and  goals  from  fouls.  "Dave"  Foren  and  "Tony"  Karshis  have 
taken  turns  playing  the  other  guard  position.  Both  of  them  have  played 
strong  defensive  games,  excelling  more  as  dependable  players  than  as  brilliant, 
flashy  stars.  "Bob"  Williamson  has  "subbed"  at  center  and  has  done  well 
whenever  called  upon. 

One  of  the  big  features  of  the  season  has  been  the  large  crowds  which  have 
attended  the  games.  Probably  more  people  have  attended  the  high  school 
games  this  year  than  in  any  previous  one.  Another  feature  is  the  organized 
cheering  during  the  games  by  the  high  school  students,  and  particularly  the 
girls.  These  things  have  shown  coach  Murray  and  the  players  that  not  only 
the  school  but  the  public  also  are  behind  them  and  this  backing  is  certainly 
appreciated. 


Norwood  vs.  Bridgewater 
Norwood  High  opened  its  basketball  season  on  New  Year's  eve  at  Bridge- 
water.  Although  the  game  resulted  in  a  rather  easy  victory  for  Bridgewater, 
35-18,  due  consideration  must  be  given  to  the  fact  that  Norwood  in  her  open- 
ing game  was  opposing  a  team  with  the  experience  of  several  weeks'  competi- 
tion behind  it,  that  Norwood  was  playing  on  a  foreign  floor,  and  that  one  of 
her  best  players  was  not  in  the  game.  Drummey,  Hammersley,  and  Captain 
Readel  played  well  for  Norwood   and   Buck'ey  and   Sadowsky  starred  for 

Bridgewater. 

*     *     * 

Norwood  vs.  Watertown 
Norwood's  second  game  of  the  year,  played  at  Watertown,  showed  she  had 
not  yet  reached   her  stride,   Watertown  winning,  22-10.     Mosher,  Applin, 
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and  Sanborn  did  the  bulk  of  Watertown's  scoring,  while  Readel,  Drummey, 

and  O'Donnell,  garnered  Norwood's  ten  points. 

*  *     * 

A  Well-Earned  Victory  for  Norwood 
In  her  first  home  game  on  January  6,  Norwood  won  a  hard-fought  and  well- 
played  contest  from  Waltham  High  School,  by  a  score  of  28-23.  Waltham 
presented  a  fast  team  but  Norwood's  was  a  "never  say  die"  spirit  and,  although 
trailing  at  the  end  of  the  first  half,  the  local  boys  came  fast  in  the  last  few 
minutes  and  finally  won  out.  Readel's  dribbling,  passing,  and  defensive  work 
were  excellent  and  Hammersley  and  Drummey  were  all  over  the  floor  in  the 

second  half.     For  Waltham,  Hamsy  and  Kelley  were  best. 

*  *     * 

Another  Win  for  Norwood 

On  January  10,  Norwood  journeyed  to  Framingham,  where  another  victory 

was  added  to  Norwood's  record.     Even  the  score  of  36-16  does  not  show 

Norwood's  true  superiority,  for  the  latter  eased  up  considerably  in  the  last 

quarter.     Dower,  playing  his  first  game  of  the  season,  caged  five  baskets, 

and  Hammersley  and  Readel  also  played  stellar  games. 

*  *     * 

Norwood's  Third  Straight 
Friday  the  thirteenth,  proved  to  be  a  very  lucky  day  for  Norwood  High's 
basketball  team,  which  decisively  beat  Mansfield,  76-8,  in  a  very  free-scoring 
game  (on  Norwood's  part).  Mansfield  was  outplayed  from  the  first  "jump- 
off"  and  in  the  second  half  Norwood  sent  in  her  substitutes  who  scored  twenty- 
three  points  in  ten  minutes.  Dower  found  the  net  ten  times  during  the  game, 
and  Hammersley,  O'Donnell,  and  Kiley  scored  five  baskets  apiece.     Johnson 

and  Cavallo  scored  all  of  Mansfield's  points. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  26 — Bridgewater  24 
Norwood's  next  game  was  the  return  game  here  with  Bridgewater.  The 
result  was  one  of  Norwood's  sweetest  victories,  26-24,  thus  evening  up  for 
Bridgewater's  score  early  in  the  year.  The  game  was  very  fast  and  exciting 
from  start  to  finish  and  was  enjoyed  by  a  record  crowd  for  a  high  school  game 
in  this  town.  Although  suffering  from  the  absence  of  Captain  Eddie  Readel. 
who  was  ill,  the  local  team  fought  every  minute  and  its  victory  was  well  won. 
Hammersley,  Kiley,  and  Dower  featured  for  Norwood.  Sadowsky  and 
Goodnough  scored  most  of  Bridgewater's  points,  for  Buckley  was  too  well 

covered  by  Foren  to  do  much  damage. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  Beaten  by  a  Six  Man  Team 

On  January  24,  Norwood  was  defeated  by  Dedham,  29-16,  at  the  Dedham 

High  School  gymnasium.     We  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  this  game  was 

decidedly  unfair  and  that  in  no  way  does  it  indicate  the  real  worth  of  either 

of  the  teams.     We  have  seen  scores  of  referees,  both  good  and  bad,  but  we 
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have  never  yet  seen  one  who  caused  as  much  dissatisfaction  as  the  official  in 
charge  of  this  game.  He  certainly  used  a  code  of  rules  all  his  own,  for  he 
called  fouls  never  even  heard  of  before  and  on  plays  which  have  always  been 
considered  perfectly  legitimate  by  basketball  authorities.  We  are  not  blam- 
ing the  Dedham  team  in  the  least,  for  we  realize  they  have  a  fine  aggregation 
of  players,  all  of  whom  would  prefer  winning  a  less  questionable  contest  and 

without  the  referee's  help. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  30 — Franklin  13 
Norwood's  next  contest  was  with  Franklin,  at  Everett  hall,  on  January 
27.  The  game  was  closer  than  the  score  of  30-13  in  Norwood's  favor  would 
indicate.  The  Franklin  boys  were  a  husky  lot  with  good  team-play;  but 
Norwood's  greater  speed  and  more  accurate  shooting  won  for  them.  Ham- 
mersley  and  Dower  played  all  around  their  opponents.     Karshis'  guarding 

and  breaking  up  of  plays  was  also  good. 

*  *     * 

Franklin  Turns  the  Tables 

January  31,  Norwood  played  a  return  game  at  Franklin.     The  latter  squad 

appeared  like  a  new  team  on  their  home  floor  and  with  a  tight  defense  and 

some  miraculously  long  shots,  they  defeated  Norwood,  29-13.     Burke   and 

Casey  did  some  great  work  for  Franklin,  while  Dower  seemed  to  be  Norwood's 

only  man  who  didn't  suffer  a  "slump"  in  playing  form. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  33 — Watertown  17 
Norwood  scored  one  of  her  big  victories  of  the  year  when  she  soundly 
trounced  Watertown  High,  33-17,  on  February  3  at  Everett  hall.  Although 
Watertown  won  from  Norwood  in  the  early  part  of  January,  the  game  here 
left  no  doubt  as  to  the  better  team.  The  Watertown  squad  was  a  husky  one 
and  one  which  had  received  considerable  recognition  from  the  Boston  papers, 
but  these  things  mattered  to  the  Norwood  boys  not  at  all;  they  were  out 
to  avenge  Watertown's  two  victories  last  year  and  the  one  previously  men- 
tioned— and  they  certainly  succeeded.  Hammersley  played  another  fine 
game,  shooting  eight  baskets.  Readel  covered  his  bigger  opponent  in  great 
style  and  played  his  usual  strong  game. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  Beaten  by  Allen  Military  School 
On  February  7,  Norwood  received  her  worst  setback  of  the  year,  at  the 
hands  of  Allen  Military  School  at  West  Newton.     The  private  school  boys' 
advantages  of  age  and  experience  told  heavily  in  their  favor.     Jackson,  play- 
ing forward   for  them,   proved  particularly  good,  scoring  several  really  fine 

shots  from  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

*  *     * 

Norwood  41— Milton  19 
Milton  High  proved  very  easy  for  Norwood  in  the  game  here  on  February 
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10,  the  latter  winning,  41-19.  A  large  crowd  witnessed  the  game  and  they 
saw  the  home  team  going  "great  guns"  all  through  the  contest.  During  the 
first  half  Milton  put  up  a  good  fight,  but  in  the  second  period  Norwood  ran 
away  from  them.  Dower  and  Hammersley  were  the  stars  of  the  game,  but 
Drummey  did  well  while  he  was  in,  shooting  four  baskets  in  a  little  more  than 
a  quarter.  For  Milton,  Stockinger  at  right  forward  played  well,  scoring  five 
baskets  from  the  floor. 
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CLASS  NOTES 


SENIOR  CLASS  NOTES 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  class  a  committee,  composed  of  Mary  Duffy, 
Elizabeth  Gay,  Ruth  Rowe,  James  Dunn,  Edwin  Readel,  and  John  Kiley, 
was  appointed  to  select  the  annual  Senior  play.  Later  Robert  Garner  was 
chosen  to  take  Dunn's  place.  After  considerable  discussion,  the  committee 
chose  Booth  Tarkington's  "Clarence,"  which  will  be  presented  sometime  in 
April. 

The  class  treasurer,  Robert  Garner,  has  reported  a  net  profit  from  the 
Senior  dance,  held  in  December,  of  $58.77. 

The  Seniors  hold  an  undisputed  claim  to  the  interclass  basketball  cham- 
pionship of  the  school,  having  decisively  beaten  both  the  Sophomores  and 
Juniors. 

The  Seniors  are  enjoying  to  the  fullest  extent  their  privilege  of  remaining 
upstairs  during  recess.  Here  the  most  frivolous  members  enjoy  themselves 
with  "song  and  dance"  while  the  more  austere  cluster  in  the  rear  of  the  room 
and  discuss  the  pressing  affairs  of  the  day,  as,  how  Breman  was  ejected  from 
French  class  and  why  "Doug"  Johnston  happened  to  be  on  time  Wednesday 
morning,  etc.,  etc. 

In  spite  of  the  weighty  responsibility  we  Seniors  carry  in  setting  a  dignified 
example  for  the  more  immature  (?)  members  of  the  school,  we  still  find  a  few 
examples  of  unconscious  (?)  humor  cropping  out  here  and  there,  as: 

Miss  Blaisdell:  "What  is  it,  anyway,  that  keeps  men  down  in  the  world?" 

Dunn:  "Gravity!" 

*  *     * 

.Miss  Elliot:  "What  is  said  to  have  caused  the  disaster  at  the  Knicker- 
bocker Theater?" 

Wiggin:  "The  thunderous  applause  brought  down  the  roof." 

*  *     * 

Berman  (translating  from  "Monte  Cristo")  "He  felt  a  violent  sadness  in  his 

knee." 

*  *     * 

Miss  Rowe,  in  Latin  class:  "How  was  it  that  Aeneas  always  escaped 
unhurt?" 

Winslow:  "He  had  a  rabbit's  foot  with  him." 

*  *     * 

Miss  Hart:  "What  is  the  meaning  of  appetits  fractiasis?" 
Berman:  "False  teeth." 

Miss  Blaisdell:  "What  are  some  restful  sounds  which  one  hears  near 
water?' 

Readel:  "Birds,  frogs,  and  rattlesnakes." 
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Miss  Blaisdcll,  called  for  comments  on  Johnston's  essay,  "Getting  up  in 
the  morning." 

Potter:  "It  had  an  elevating  theme?" 

*     *     * 

ADVICE  FOR  N.  H.  PUPILS 

If  you  loiter  in  the  hallways, 

If  you  talk  upon  the  stairs, 
If  you  whisper  in  your  classes, 

If  you  chance  to  sit  in  pairs, 
You'd  better  be  careful, 

And  you've  got  to  look  about, 
For  the  teacher's  bound  to  get  you 

If  you  don't  watch  out. 


JUNIOR  CLASS  NOTES 

Hallenice  MacKenney  and  John  Morrison  have  been  appointed  by  the  class 
treasurer  to  col  ect  the  dues  in  the  various  Junior  rooms.  This  is  not  the 
pleasantest  of  pastimes,  but  these'  students  will  be  greatly  assisted  if  the  mem- 
bers of  the  class  will  be  prompt  in  their  payments. 

Several  members  of  the  Chemistry  class  attended  a  very  interesting  and 
instructive  lecture  at  M.  I.  T.  on  Feb.  10  and  11.  The  subject  was  "Chem- 
istry in  the  Home." 

Swanson  has  a  "bulldog"  which  fits  very  snugly  in  his  coat  pocket.  This 
interesting  canine  freak  causes  much  merriment  among  the  pupils  by  his 
continued  barking  and  growling.  But,  needless  to  say,  this  amusement  is 
not  shared  by  the  teachers  and  already  we  are  beginning  to  fear  for  "Fido." 

Our  English  class  has  discovered  that  even  Charles  II  had  a  Bunyan  to 
worry  about. 

Miss  James:  "The  stories  are  due  tomorrow." 

Several:  "What  on?" 

Bullard:  "On  paper." 

Miss  Johnson:  "What  is  the  meaning  of  'nescio'?" 
Williamson:  "I  dunno." 
Miss  Johnson:  "Quite  right." 

*     *     * 

Miss  James:  "You  must  always  remember  that  King  James  was  not  the 
sort  of  man  Queen  Elizabeth  was." 

Bullard:  "One  improves  considerably  in  a  year." 
Teacher:  "I  hope  you  do." 
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She:  "What  are  you  looking  at?" 

He:  "Oh  I'm  just  trying  to  find  the  time  from  the  clocks  on  your  stockings. " 

*  *     * 

Barbara,  eating  a  sandwich:  "I  just  love  HAM." 

*  *     * 

Our  Idea  of  Nothing  at  All: 

Monday  mornings. 

Talking  during  the  "singing"  period. 

Some  seniors. 

Window  curtains  without  cords. 

The  drinking-water. 

Minerva's  mustache. 

Rise — pass. 
How  About: 

A  "ten  year  holiday"  for  the  teachers? 

A  tryout  of  the  fire  hose?  (Suppose  it  leaks!) 

Chalk-lines  at  dangerous  corners?  (In  the  vicinity  of  room  200.) 

Using  the  dumb-waiters? 

Dedham?     (Lest  we  forget!) 


SOPHOMORE  CLASS  NOTES 

The  annual  election  of  the  Sophomore  class  resulted  in  the  following  officers 
being  chosen  for  this  year: 

President — Lindley  Cleveland. 

Vice-President — Barbara  Howes. 

Secretary — Helen  Murphy. 

Treasurer — John  Jewett. 

Member  of  the  Athletic  Council — Charles  Flaherty. 

Executive  Committee — Ruth  Watson,  Edith  Keeler,  George  Allen. 

Class  Advisors — Miss  Johnson,  Miss  Blaisdell,  Miss  Poore,  Miss  Cashman. 

*  *     * 

The  Sophomores  are  planning  on  holding  a  dance  sometime  about  the 

middle  of  May. 

*  *     * 

The  class  expects  to  purchase  rings  in  the  near  future.     It  is  expected  that 
the  design  will  be  somewhat  changed  from  that  of  previous  years. 

*  *     * 

The  fol  owing  committee  is  to  have  charge  of  all  social  events  conducted  by 
the  class  of  1924  during  this  year: 
Chairman — Francis  Dower. 
Barbara  Olmstead. 
Harriet  Gay. 
T.  McDonough. 
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"Benny"  Pearson  has  been  giving  "boxing  lessons"  recently  (much  to  the 
pain  and  humiliation  of  his  pupils). 
An  answer  to  "D.  R.  M." — 

The  "nets"  escaped  by  a  hair's  breadth. 
"Pansy"  vamped  the  barber. 
Jeff's  collecting  a  library  of  text-books  now. 
We  used  to  study. 

— H.  C.  X. 

*  *     * 

Here  is  a  New  England  college  motto:  "The  elevator  to  success  isn't 
running.     Take  the  stairs." 

*  *     * 

Milly:  "Mr.  Grant  says  we'll  be  expelled  if  we  show  our  faces  in  the  office 
once  more." 

Esther:  uHow  about  masks  next  time?" 

*  *     * 

Mr.  Kingsley,  purchasing  some  supplies:  "And  how  much  are  these  blue 
bottles?" 

Salesman:  "We'll  give  you  the  bottles  free  if  you  let  us  put  something  in 
them." 

Mr.  Kingsley:  "All  right,  put  some  stoppers  in  them." 

*  *     * 

Miss  Gow:  "Did  I  give  compasses  to  this  class?" 
Sansone:  "No,  but  you  lent  us  some." 

*  *     * 

Epitaph 
Beneath  this  stone 
Lies  Steve  McGlinn. 
He  should  have  known 
The  ice  was  thin. 

*  *     * 

Miss  Gow:  "Class,  I  want  you  to  take  these  two  propositions  together  so 
as  to  keep  them  separate." 

*  *     * 

Miss  James:  "Who  is  throwing  things?" 
Sansone:  "I  beg  pardon,  I  snapped  it." 


JUNIOR  HIGH  DEPARTMENT 
OUR  BUILDING  FAIR 

We  are  the  first  that  ever  burst 

Into  this  building  fair; 
All  marks  and  scars  are  put  as  bars 

Against  our  conduct  there. 
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The  ink  is  here,  the  ink  is  there — ■ 

But  ne'er  a  drop  should  fall 
To  spatter  here,  or  spatter  there 

Upon  the  floor  or  wall. 

Careful!     Careful!     My  comrades  all! 

Use  caution  everywhere! 
For  many  years  are  yet  to  come; 

So  keep  our  building  fair. 

—GUY  MASSEY,  '25. 


FRENCH  DEPARTMENT 

L'Automobile 
(Prize  Foreign  Language  Composition) 

Quand  j'etais  une  tres  petite  fille  avant  d'aller  a  l'ecole  j'ai  fait  ma  pre- 
miere promenade  en  auto.  Je  ne  m'en  souviens  pas  tres  beaucoup  excepte  que 
j'etais  beaucoup  effrayee  et  que  j'ai  pousse  des  cris  tout  le  temps.  Vous  voyez, 
nous  faisions  une  promenade  en  auto  sur  les  chemins  de  la  campagne  en  Ver- 
mont et  tous  les  fois  que  nous  serions  venus  a  un  trou  dans  le  chemin,  c'etait 
assez  souvent,  nous  etions  jetes  de  nos  places.  Je  peux  encore  me  souvenir 
ce  sentiment  terrible  si  je  m'asseyerais  sur  ma  place  que  dans  le  chemin. 

Aujourd'hui  presque  tout  le  monde  a  une  auto,  si  seulement  un  petit  Henri. 
C'est  une  petite  auto  de  quarante  chevaux  a  quatre  cylindres.  Bien  entendu, 
il  y  a  d'autres  autos  qui  sont  plus  larges  et  plus  cheres  mais  les  autos  d'Henri 
Ford  predominent.  II  n'importe  pas  ou  on  va,  on  voit  ces  autos.  Elles  ne 
coutent  que  de  vingt-cinq  cent  francs.  Peut-etre  c'est  la  raison  pourquoi  on 
en  voit  beaucoup,  n'est-ce  pas? 

— R.  R.,  '22. 

*  *     * 

La  Langue  Francaise 
La  langue  francaise  est  d'un  prix  inestimable.  C'est  une  oeuvre  d'art 
travaillee  par  les  siecles,  d'une  beaute  a  nulle  autre  pareille.  Tout  le  monde 
l'admire,  elle  charme  tout  le  monde,  bien  qu'elle  ne  livre  ses  secrets  qu'a  un 
petit  nombre:  il  faut  l'aimer  beaucoup.  Elle  ne  se  donne  qu'a  celui  qui  sait 
la  vaincre  par  travailler  avec  perseverance.  Si  vous  la  possidiez,  rien  ne  vous 
decidera  jamais  a  y  renoncer,  vous  la  garderez  comme  votre  meilleur  ami. 

— E.  LANDRY,  '24. 

*  *     * 

La  Premiere  Classe 

Nous  avons  pris  le  francais  seulement  six  mois  mais  maintenant  nous  par- 
Ions  dans  la  salle  a  classe  en  francais.  Si  nous  sommes  la  premiere  classe, 
quand  il  vient  a  parler  le  francais  nous  y  sommes. 

Nous  aimons  nos  livres,  et  nous  lisons  des  histories,  et  aussi  nous  ecrivons 
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des   histories.     Maintenant   nous   etudions   le   present,   le   passe-   indefini,    le 
futur,  et  l'imperfait  des  verbs  reguliers  et  des  verbs  irrc-guliers.     Xous  ccri 
les  temps  et  des  phrases  en  francais  sur  le  tableau  noir. 

Si  nous  sommes  petits  nous  etudions  nos  lecons  bien  et  avant  un  peu  de 
temps  nous  enterez  la  seconde  classe.  Nous  n'ecrivons  pas  beaucoup  pour 
1'  "Arguenot"  mais  ce  que  nous  ecrivons,  nous  nous  amusons  bien. 

— H.  BR—    '24. 

*  *     * 

Une  Conversation  au   Cinema 

Monsieur  et  Madame  le  Rose  demeurent  dans  la  campagne  et  vont  visiter 
le  cinema  pour  le  premier  fois. 

lis  entrent  dans  le  cinema  et  apres  beaucoup  de  conversation  ils  font  une 
promenade  a  la  premiere  rangee.     Le  spectacle  commence. 

M.  et  Mme.  s'assoient  en  silence  pour  un  ou  deux  minutes.  Alors  la  tete 
de  M.  se  tourne  vers  la  tete  de  Mme.  et  il  dit: 

— "Ma  femme!  Ce  qu'on  vous  a  dit!  C'est  vrai!  Les  personnes  sont 
animes. 

— "Oui,  c'est  merveilleux,  n'est-ce  pas?" 

A  ce  moment  l'heroine  se  cache  et  le  heros  la  cherche  mais  il  ne  peut  pas  la 
trouver. 

Mme. — "Mais  voyez,  voyez,  elle  est  la,  la,  et  il  ne  peut  pas  la  trouver! 
Ha!  Ha!     Pourquoi  ne  peut-il  pas  la  voir?" 

M.— "Ha!  Ha!  Ha!     II  faut  qu'il  soit  fou!" 

Le  spectacle  continue  et  le  silence  reigne.  A  ce  moment  l'heroine  saute  de 
la  falaise  dans  la  riviere. 

— "Oh,  mon  Dieu,  mon  mari,  elle  est  tuee,  elle  est  tuee,  elle  est  tuee!" 

Monsieur  ne  dit  rien.  II  regarde  seulement  interdit.  En  moment  la  tete 
d'heroine  est  vue  au  dessus  de  l'eau.     M.  Maintenant  dit,  bravement: 

— "Voyez,  ma  femme,  elle  est  bien  maintenant,  voyez!" 

— "Ah,  mais  c'est  prodigeux,  c'est  merveilleux,  ah,  ma  coeur!" 

Pendant  tout  ce  temps  les  gens  autout  de  M.  and  Mme.  le  Rose  rirent 
beaucoup. 

La  fin  du  spectacle  approche.  Tout  le  monde  est  tranquille.  C'est  la 
fin,  mais  tout  a  coup  on  ehtend  une  voix  frappeed  d'horreur. 

— "O!  mon  mari,  il  la  baise,  il  la  baise!     Allons!" 

— B.  B.,  '23. 

#  *     * 

La  Salle  de  Classe  Francaise 
La  salle  de  classe  francais  est  tres  interessante.  II  y  a  beaucoup  d'eleves 
qui  etudient  parce  qu'ils  vont  au  college.  La  salle  est  tres  belle.  Elle  est 
nomee  "La  Salle  Su'sse"  parce  qu'elle  a  des  tableaux  des  montagnes  suisses 
et  des  tableaux  des  lacs  suisses.  Devant  de  la  salle,  il  y  a  le  bureau  de  la 
maitresse  et  derriere  le  bureau  il  y  a  le  tableau  noir.  II  y  a  un  tableau  noir 
derriere  de  la  salle  aussi.     II  v  a  vingt-neuf  eleves  dans  la  classe. 

-T.  K.,  -24. 
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LATIN  DEPARTMENT 

Catilina  non  Putavit 

Una  die  magistratus  Romae  Catilinam  cepit  eum  ille  tabulas  caras  ex  urbe 
portebat.  Turn  magistratus  hunc  improbum  civem  punivit  gravissime,  sed 
contra  animum  magistratus  Catilinae  non  putuit. 

Tamen  Catilina,  qui  erat  satelles  et  acerbissimus  vir  atque  cupiditatem 
acrem  caedi  habuit,  machinatus  est  mortem  magistratus  post  triduum. 

Tertia  die  Catilina  venit  ad  locum  quern  consti tutus  est;  hie  tacite  exspec- 
tavit.  Breve  tempore  audivit  virum  venisse  quern  esse  magistratum  putavit. 
Catil  na  se  iecit  pro  viro  et  ilium  interfecit.  O!  Catilina  carissimum  amicum 
interfecerat. 

Statim,  Catilina  ex  urbe  turpite  profugit. 

— M.  A.  S.,  '23. 


ALUMNI  NEWS 

It  is  four  years  since  the  class  of  '17  first  spread  its  wings  and  sailed  forth 
on  the  sea  of  Life.  Some  of  us  have  found  it  easy  sailing;  others,  a  bit  more 
difficult. 

The  saddest  event  in  the  history  of  our  class  was  the  death  of  Harold 
Greenwood,  one  of  the  most  talented  and  popular  of  its  members.  A  great 
many  of  the  boys  saw  active  service,  and  all  returned  safely;  but  yet  the  roll 
call  of  '17  has  one  missing  member  whom  we  shall  never  forget. 

Some  sailed  just  a  litt'e  farther  than  the  others — on  to  the  sea  of  matrimony. 
These  are:  Mildred  Allen  Neece,  Helen  Wittrup  Baker,  Alice  Gilliland  Saum- 
siegle,  Lucy  Wheeler  Steele,  Hannah  Church  Garner,  Theodore  Maddern  and 
Robert  Baker.  Mrs.  Garner  holds  the  honor  of  being  the  only  mother  in  the 
class. 

Class  President  James  Hocking  is  now  associated  with  the  Progress  Whole- 
sale Grocery  Company  as  a  salesman.  He  may  be  seen  almost'any  day  dash- 
ing from  town  to  town  in  a  small,  fast  car  commonly  known  as  a  "Fliv." 
More  power  to  him! 

Our  worthy  vice-president,  known  to  most  of  us  as  Lucy,  now  has  a  perma- 
nent position.  The  class  extends  its  heartiest  wishes  to  her  for  a  successful 
career. 

Willard  "Scrubby"  Knight  is  now  a  student  at  Carnegie  Tech.  "Scrubby" 
always  did  love  to  study?????? 

It  is  rumored  that  "Skinny"  Spear  and  "Red"  Conley  are  going  to  pool 
their  interests  in  the  leather  business,  and  start  a  gigantic  project  of  their 
own  in  Southern  California.     Don't  get  tangled  up  in  Los  Angeles,  boys! 

Bill  Flynn,  our  leading  man,  is  still  in  the  Army.  He  says  it  is  the  only 
life.  Well,  he  ought  to  know;  he  has  been  in  now  for  four  long  years.  Any- 
one wishing  to  write  to  him  may  obtain  his  address  from  the  class  secretary. 
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"Doc"  Maddern  is  not  in  reality  a  doctor,  but  one  would  think  so  to  see 
him.  working  on  that  Scripps-Booth  speed  wagon  of  his  some  cold  morning. 

"Jerry"  Coughlin  is  in  the  laboratory  of  Bird  &.  Son  learning  a  few  tricks 
about  paper. 

May  Corcoran  is  the  same  fast  worker  now  that  she  was  in  the  classroom. 
Latest  reports  have  it  that  May  has  a  ring.     Watch  for  the  big  event. 

"Now,  girls,  a  little  snap."  (Overheard  at  one  of  Amy  Cottrell's  gym 
classes.)     Amy  is  now  a  full  fledged  teacher  of  physical  culture. 

Miss  Francis  Parker,  '16,  has  resigned  her  position  at  the  Town  Ofrk 
attend  Cornell  University. 

Kelley,  Thompson  and  Johnson  of  '21  recently  entered  Northeastern  Tech. 

Another  member  of  '17  is  hoisting  sails  for  a  sea  voyage.  Miss  Elsie  Barr 
recently  announced  her  engagement  to  J.  Conrad  Johnson  of  the  Norwood 
Auto  Station. 

Tom.  O'Donnell,  '21,  has  been  proving  his  ability  at  basketball  while  play- 
ing with  Boston  College  and  the  Norwood  Council  K.  of  C.  this  season. 

Class  1917  varied  a  little  from  the  usual  programme  for  class  reunions 
this  year.  Instead  of  a  banquet  with  turkey  and  caterers  and  all  the  fixings, 
they  had  an  "a  la  buffet  lunch"  arrangement,  which  was,  perhaps,  more 
practical  and  successful.     This  was  held  January  14,  in  Fraternity  Hall. 

Class  1920  did  not  have  a  formal  reunion  this  year.  We  did  hear  some 
rumors  of  their  running  a  dance,  but  apparently  these  plans  were  discarded. 

Class  192 1  had  its  first  annual  reunion  at  the  Pine  \  iew  on  New  Year's 
Eve.  After  a  liberal  banquet,  the  members  present  played  games  and  danced. 
An  onlooker  might  easily  surmise  that  this  was  a  reunion  of  old  friends  from 
the  very  affectionate  regard  shown  one  another. 

Class  1913  recently  held  a  reunion  party  at  the  home  of  Miss  Dorothy  Rice. 

Do  you  appreciate  the  opportunity  given  us  by  the  Foreign  Language 
Department  to  brush  up  a  little?  It  certainly  does  recall  some  tough  old 
fights  with  verbs  and  les  compositions. 

We  are  told  that  Corcoran,  '21,  stands  quite  high  on  his  class  honor  roll  at 
Boston  College.  If  Jack  keeps  on  this  way,  he'll  surely  make  good  our  class 
prophet's  prediction  for  him. 

The  "Arguenot"  officers  feel  that  the  alumni  subscriptions  are  not  as 
numerous  as  might  be  expected.  This  should  not  be,  for  the  majority  of 
alumni  know  from  experience  that  it  is  utterly  impossible  to  maintain  such 
a  paper  without  certain  support.  A  great  many  publications  were  started  by 
various  classes,  but  none  proved  really  successful  or  lasting  until  last  year, 
when  the  "Arguenot"  was  produced.  And  this  will  be  lasting  and  successful! 
So,  alumni,  in  memory  of  past  hard  work  and  discouragements,  and  to  show 
that  you  really  appreciate  this  mark  of  advancement  in  your  school,  don't 
forget  to  do  your  share  by  handing  in  your  subscription. 
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EXCHANGES 

The  "Arguenot"  gratefully  acknowledges  the  receipt  of  the  following  school 
publications: 

The  Gloucester  Beacon — A  well  balanced  and  very  neatly  arranged  maga- 
zine.    The  football  pictures  add  much  to  the  worth  of  the  magazine. 

The  Periscope,  Bridgewater — The  Latin  department  is  the  best  we  have 
seen;  but  aren't  the  alumni  notes  a  bit  brief? 

The  Durfee  Hilltop,  Fall  River — -Your  athletic  section  is  particularly  good 
and  the  headings  for  the  several  departments  show  good  taste. 

The  Erasmian — The  abundance  of  school  notes,  written  in  a  personal  vein, 
make  the  Erasmian  an  interesting  publication.     The  cartoons  are  good,  also. 

Oak  Leaves,  Oak  Grove  Seminary,  Vassalboro,  Maine — A  very  complete 
magazine  with  lots  of  good  stories. 

The  Alpha,  New  Bedford — Interesting  cartoons. 

The  Abbis,  Abington — Joke  section  is  excellent  and  the  different  depart- 
ments are  well  balanced. 

The  Advocate,  Needham — A  really  good  magazine.  But  the  athletic 
section  seems  a  little  brief  in  comparison  with  the  other  departments. 

The  Review,  Newton — -Your  cartoons  are  among  the  best  we  have  seen. 

Dedham  H.  S.  "Mirror"- — -We  would  welcome  an  exchange  with  you. 


OPEN  AND  CLOSED  CARS 


PACKARD 

Single  Six 


OPEN  AND  CLOSED  MODELS 


NORWOOD  BUICK  CO. 

Telephone  Norwood  181 
649  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 


NORTHEASTERN   COLLEGE 
SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 
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Setting  Valves  on  a  Corliss  Engine,  Class  in  Engineering  Laboratory 

Courses  Offered — The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  Col- 
lege, offers  four-year  college  courses  of  study,  in  cooperation  with 
engineering  firms,  in  the  following  branches  of  engineering,  leading 
to  the  Bachelor's  degree : 

1.  Civil  Engineering.  3.    Electrical  Engineering. 

2.  Mechanical  Engineering.  4.    Chemical  Engineering. 

5.    Administrative  Engineering. 

Requirements  for  Admission — Graduates  of  the  Norwood  High 
School  who  have  included  algebra  to  quadratics  and  plane  geometry 
in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted  without  examinations. 

Earnings — The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co- 
operating firms  vary  from  $250  to  $600  per  year. 

Application — An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back 
cover  of  the  catalog.  Copies  will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  These 
should  be  forwarded  to  the  school  at  an  early  date. 

Catalog — For  a  catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to 
the  school,  address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  College 

Boston  17.  Mass. 


A.   &   M.   YUSHKIIN 

621  Washington  Street,  Norwood. 

LADIES'    AND    GENTS'    TAILORS    AND     DRESSMAKERS 

Ladies'  dresses  made  to  order 
Gentlemen's  suits  made  to  order 

CLEANING,  DYEING,  PRESSING,  REPAIRING  A  SPECIALTY 

Good  workmanship  guaranteed.  We  satisfy  everybody. 


STUDENT  NOTE  BOOKS 

WATERMAN  AND  CONKLIN  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

EVERSHARP    PENCILS 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 


Photo  Developing  and  Printing 


GARNERS  PHARMACY 

621  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 

NORWOOD  PUBLIC  MARKET 

715  Washington  Street,  Norwood 
The  Store  of  the  People. 

Highest  Grade  of  Meats  and  Vegetables 
at  Lowest  Prices. 


GEORGE  M.  LEPPER 

Ford 

Authorized 
Sale  and  Service 

The   Universal 
Car 

WASHINGTON  STREET 

NORWOOD 

WALTER  SMITH  &  SONS 

Mason  Contractors 


We  do  everything  Masons  do 
We  sell  everything  Masons  use. 


BROADWAY,    NORWOOD,    MASSACHUSETTS 


EASTER    SALE 

.    ON  SHOES,  OXFORDS  AND  STRAP  PUMPS 

A   full   line   of  gent's   furnishings 
Hats,  Caps,  and  Underwear  at  most  reasonable  prices  at 

E.  PERLMUTTER'S 


FRANK  A.  MORRILL 

Insurance  of  Every  Description 

BIGELOW  BLOCK,  NORWOOD 
Telephone  125  Norwood 

STUDY  LAMPS 

Electric  and  Kerosene 
Student  Desks  and  Comfy  Chairs 


Bigelow  Furniture  Co. 

Tel.  91 
700  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Norwood  Bakery  and  Pastry  Shop 
BREAD  AND  ROLLS 

Fresh  Twice  Daily. 
French  Pastry 


719  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Massachusetts 


J.  E.  MAHAR 

CHARLES  MONTI 

Horseshoeing  and  Blacksmithing 

Fruit  and  Confectionery 

Washington  Street 

Washington  Street 

Norwood 

Norwood 

Not  Just  GOOD  SHOES,  but  BETTER  SHOES 

N  You  will  expect  the  most  for  your  money. 

A  You  will  expect  here  the  most  for  your  money. 

T  You  will  expect  our  styles  to  be  the  latest. 

U  You  will  expect  the  quality  of  our  shoes  the  best. 

R  You  will  expect  to  receive  better  service. 

A  You  will  expect  not  to  be  disappointed  in  the  least. 

L  You  will  find  the  largest  assortment  to  choose  from. 

L  You  will  trade  at  the  largest  shoe  store  between  Boston  and 

Y         Providence. 

The  season's  styles  for  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  ready 

now. 
Oxfords,  $5.00-$7.00  Pair  Boots,  $4.50-$6.00  Pair 


CHAS.  A.  WRAGG  &  CO. 

SANBORN  BUILDING 

PARTY  SUPPLIES 

Instructions  given  free  with  Decorations,  Party  Favors,  Crepe 
Paper,  Novelties  and  Sealing  Wax  Work  when  material  is  bought 
at  the — 

RICHARDSON  ARTCRAFT  SHOP 

712  Washington  Street,  Norwood 


HUGH  C.  McGRATH  &  CO 

Athletic  Outfitters 

GOODS  BUILT  ON  EXPERIENCE 

Tel.  Beach  7409 
226  Tremont  Street,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


PETERSON  BROTHERS 
Shoes 

EMERSON  for  CRAWFORD 

Men 

LaFrance  for  Women 
Gold  Seal  Rubbers  for  All 


WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD 


Cornelius  Callahan 

D.  COAKLEY 

ATTORNEY 
and 

"Ube  Barber 

COUNSELLOR-AT-LAW 

J» 

Callahan  Block 

SANBORN  BLOCK 

BUY  YOUR  PHONOGRAPH  IN  NORWOOD 

Pathe  and  Brunswick 

Sheet  Music  and  Records 


Norwood  Music  Shop 

FOLAN  BLOCK  E.  G.  CLARK 


PARKER  HARDWARE  CO 

Where  you  have  hot  your  Hardware  for  years 


Spring  will  soon  be  here 
Get  ready  early! 

Our  stock  of  seeds  and  implements  are 

coming  in  and  we  will  be  ready 

as  never  before 

Why  not  cover  your  old  screens  with  new  wire  now? 


685  WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD,  MASS. 

AMBROSE  PRESS,  Inc. 

Printers 

NORWOOD,  MASSACHUSETTS 


D.  LANDRY 

HAIR  DRESSER 


714  Washington  Street,  Norwood 


REAL  ESTATE  MORTGAGES 


CARROLL  H.  WOODS 

N.  H.  S.  '08 

INSURANCE 

of  All   Kinds 


<501  WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD,  MASS. 

JAMES  J.  MULVEHILL 

M.  D.  V. 
J* 

Mulvehill's  Stable  Rear  Folan  Block,  Norwood 


o 


ANNOUNCEMENT 

UR  New  Shop  is  now  open  for  your  inspection  with  a 
large  and  attractive  showing  of  everything  in  Millinery 
that  is  sure  to  delight  Miss  or  Matron. 


SEARLE  HAT  SHOP 

Corner  Washington  and  Day  Streets  Norwood,  Mass. 


Industrial  Appraisal  Company 

APPRAISALS  FOR  INDUSTRIALS 

45  Milk  Street,  Boston 


GEORGE  L.  FOWLER  DANIEL  B.  LEWIS 

President  Treasurer 


^MjJtMetic  Goods 

286  Devonshire  St.  Boston  Mass. 


The  Highest  Quality  Athletic  Goods  Manufactured 

Catalogue  on  Request 


Dr.   T.  J.   Curtin 


TOILET  ARTICLES 

INCLUDING 

PERFUMES,  TOILET  WATERS,  MANICURE  SETS, 
COMB  AND  BRUSH  SETS 


WINSOL  REMEDIES 

For  Sale  Here 

Old  Remedies  for  All  Ills 


A.   F.  BROWN  CO 

A.  F.  Brown,  Reg.  Phar. 
WASHINGTON  STREET,  NORWOOD 


TELEPHONE  NORWOOD 

118 

For  Reliable  Meats 

CARL  A.  ANDERSON 

Ladies'  and  Gentlemen' 's 
Tailor 

715  Washington  St.,  Norwood 

Tel.  Norwood  32-R 

J.  A.  HARTSHORN 

TUESDAYS— BOSTON  OFFICE 

120  Tremont  St.,  Room  407 

Tel.  Main  1389 

®lj£  Mam?  £>tsitt 

Is  planning  to  take  care  of  your  wants  in 

Spring  Merchandise,  Millinery,  Dresses, 

Skirts,  Waists,  Underwear, 

Hosiery,  Etc. 


H.  E.  RICE  &  CO. 


Odd  Fellows  Building,  Norwood 


IDEAL  GRADUATION  GIFTS 

ONOTO  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

PARKER  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

WHITMAN'S  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

MOORE'S  FOUNTAIN  PENS 

ONOTO  INK  PENCILS 


SWITZER'S  PHARMACY 

Norwood,  Mass. 


MALLORY  HATS 

for  Spring 
$4.00,  $5.00  and  $6.00 

SPRING  CAPS 
H.50,  $2.00  and  $2.50 


ORENT  BROTHERS 

NORWOOD— Two  Stores— N.  ATTLEBORO 


